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The silver mirrors reflected a royal personage who only
a short hour before had been a slave, a camel loaded with
packets.

I lingered a while, smoothing my robe and playing with
my jewels. Pride straightened my shoulders and filled my
chest. Every muscle in me was as a pillar supporting a temple.

Was it the Great Ape who had at last come to my succour ?
Or Catapha ? I spat and clutched my cardinal points in honour
of both divinities, and murmured the name of Kalarba, Father
of Fathers.

The slaves stood agape, moving their hands and arms to
indicate the size and strength of my muscles.

Laughing, I ordered them to precede me into the banquet
hall.

I remained standing upon the threshold. The torches united
into a noon-day blaze. Their reflection was caught in the
crystal and the gold of the cups and the platters and spoons
of the table.

Draperies of red velvet embroidered with gold shimmered
from the walls like half-frozen cataracts of blood. The pillars
were encrusted with mother of pearl. The lacquered floor was
strewn with the skins of leopards and lions.

A slave drew a curtain and Alexandra appeared. At the
sight of me, she stretched her arms, and exclaimed :

" Pan ! Pan ! 0 Adorable One ! "

The flash of her ears, the contours of her body moulded
in her silken robe, the colour of rose petals in autumn, her eyes
heavy with dreams, her scent more enticing than the perfume
of the man-eating trees, benumbed my tongue.

She approached me with mincing steps, and said:

" Let us dine."

We reclined upon marble couches. Slaves appeared and
vanished silently like cats, bringing dish after dish of
dainties more delicate, tastier than those which fashion the
dreams of hungry men, and wines, golden and red and more